MASTER PHIL                  133
head was crammed full, perfectly full, of fairy
lore; and the mandarins' country, and butterfly-
land, were quite as real to her as the every-day
world about her.
But all this time she was not forgotten by the
cuckoo, as you will see.
One day she was sitting in her favourite nest,
feeling, notwithstanding the sunshine, and the
flowers, and the soft sweet air, and the pleasant
sounds all about, rather dull and lonely. For
though it was only May, it was really quite a hot
day, and Griselda had been all the morning at
her lessons, and had tried very hard, and done
them very well, and now she felt as if she
deserved some reward. Suddenly in the dis-
tance, she heard a well-known sound, " Cuckoo,
cuckoo."
" Can that be the cuckoo? " she said to her-
self ; and in a moment she felt sure that it must
Ijp, For, for some reason that I do not know
enough about the habits of real "flesh and
blood " cuckoos to explain, that bird was not
known in the neighbourhood where Griselda's
aunts lived. Some twenty miles or so further
south it Vas heard regularly, but all this spring
Griselda had never caught the sound of its